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not usual. Some were not hurrying; they were
stationary. They were nearly all men, unrelieved by
that subdued feminine radiance which Mr. Clarkson
so much valued in the colour scheme of London.
They were mainly silent. They appeared to be wait-
ing for something.

" Is the King returning from the Opera ? " he asked
a policeman near King Charles's statue. But the
policeman regarded him with a silent pity so profound
that he suddenly remembered a King's recent death and
the mourning in which the country was still partially
immersed. No, it could not be royalty, and, feeling
for the first time like a stranger in the centre of exist-
ence, Mr. Clarkson hurriedly crossed the road.

Between the top of Northumberland Avenue and
Charing Cross Station he observed another crowd of
the same character, but in thicker numbers still.
Unwilling to eschew any emotion that thus stirred
his fellow citizens, he approached the outskirts and
waited, in hopes of gathering information without
further inquiry. But the crowd was doggedly silent.
Nearly all were reading the evening papers, and the
few snatches of conversation that Mr. Clarkson caught
appeared to be meaningless. At last he ventured to
accost a harmless-looking, pale~f ac^d youth in a straw
hat, who was reading the latest Star, and asked him
what he was waiting for.

The youth looked him up and down from head to
foot, and then slowly uttered the words: "I don't
think! "

"I'm so very sorry for that," said Mr. Clarkson,
a little irritated, but, as he turned hastily away he
reflected with a smile that, after all, one should be
grateful to find imbecility so frankly acknowledged.